THE   GREEN   EDGE    OF   ASIA

climbed on to the saddle. He showed me a ledge
beside him, the size and shape of a push-bicycle's
saddle-bag, which projected from the front wall of
the van. Somehow I got on to this ledge, and wedged
my back against the van by pressing one foot against
some part of the front wheel, leaving my other foot,
for lack of something better, swinging in the air.
Before my face I held my ten-pound bag, and, with
me thus balanced, the left handlebar catching me full
in the stomach, we moved off.

The bump of an occasionally missing cobble-stone,
the frequent, urgent need for right- or left-wards
compensation as we lurched round corners, the
almost harshly restricted surface of my ledge, and the
amplitude of the exhaust petrol all served to keep my
thoughts occupied and to distract them from that
gnawing anxiety of the passenger about to miss his
train. Soon, out of the corner of my eye, I recognized
a street, and at last, bouncing like a fishing smack
before the breeze, we hove into the great station
square. My friend would not hear of dropping me
there, from where I could have made a course straight
across the square in a couple of painless minutes. He
insisted on completing the course with a bold luff
and fetching up in style under the full brilliance of
the flood-lit entrance. I staggered down from my
position, drew out two yen, and thanking him with
all the genuine warmth that I could convey, handed